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To W, E. HENLEY

Early in January, Stevenson, after a week's visit at Hyeres from his
friends Charles Baxter and W. E, Henley, accompanied them as far as
Nice, and there suddenly went down with an attack of acute conges-
tion, first of the lungs and then of the kidneys. At one moment there
seemed no hope, but he recovered slowly and returned to Hyeres. His
friends had n<5t written during his illness, fearing him to be too far gone
to care for letters. As he got better he began to chafe at their silence.

[HYERES, February or March, 1884.}
OMIS3Q

I CANNOT read, work, sleep, lie still, walk, or even play
patience. These plagues will overtake all damned silen-
cists; among whom, from this day out, number

the fiery indignator

Roland Little Stevenson.                      "i

P

I counted miseries by the heap,                   H

But now have had my fill,                        g

I cannot see, I do not sleep,                         x

But shortly I shall kill.                           J

u

Of many letters, here is a

Full End.

The last will and testament of
a demitting correspondent.

My indefatigable pen

I here lay down for ever.   Men

Have used, and left me, and forgot;

186e. And the same post brings me the news of
